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It's a sad thing 

when a man is to be so soon forgotten 
And the shining in his soul 

gone from the earth 
With no thing remaining; 

And it's a sad thing 

when a man shall die 
And forget love 

which is the shiningness of life; 

But it's a sadder thing 

that a man shall forget love 
And he not dead but walking in the field 

of a May morning 
And listening to the voice of the thrush. 
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PREFACE. 



Yielding to the wishes of many friends, on whose judg- 
ment I think I can rely, I have consented to publish these 
poems. They were writlen in my few leisure hours, after 
the business of the day, and have been to me a source of 
extreme pleasure. I hope my readers may derive from 
them some small degree of pleasure, and profit also. I am 
fully conscious they have no literary merit ; but notwith- 
standing their inelegance, and want of erudition, if they 
contain even the smallest particle of good, that good will 
live in some form or other ; and if they have nothing wor- 
thy of life, they must die. They are mostly didactic, and 
designed specially for the reading of the working classes, to 
stimulate them to good works, pure thoughts, and noble 

aims. 

The songs of a nation are a very powerful element in 

the formation of its character ; and the namby-pamby effu- 
sions that at present resound through our Music-Hails, are 
many of them pernicious, and degrading in their influence. 
In these Lyrics I have endeavoured to give prominence to 
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some important moral and religious truths. They may be 
regarded as the simple expressions of an uncultured mind, 
and the outpourings of an earnest soul. I send them into 
the world, not without sonie misgivings as to their apprecia- 
tion by the public ; but if they only succeed in raising the 
moral tone of society, even in the slightest measure, my 
object will be attained. 

THE AUTHOR. 

VlCJTOBIA COTTAOB, 

Stoke Road, Guildford. 
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PRETTY NELL. 



/^NCE in by-gone years I saw, 
^^^ A pretty little maid, 
True to nature^s bounteous law 
In richest charms array'd. 
In my heart she took her place. 
As queen upon a throne, 
FilFd it full of luscious grace 
And made it all her own; — 



She had eyes of lustrous blue, 

Fill'd with a dreamy light, 

And they look'd you through and through, 

Just like the stars at night ; 

And they twinkled now and then, 

Like meteors in the sky. 

But beneath the gaze of men 

They droop'd, for she was shy. 
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Black as raven's wing, her hair 
Adown white shoulders curFd, 
As if fairy-fingers there, 
Those tiny ringlets twirl'd ; 
She had parian-marble brow. 
And cheeks of peach-like hue, — 
Lips that were, I truly vow 
Carnations steep'd in dew. 



She was beauty's highest grade. 
And wore an angel-mien. 
Nature's master-hand had made 
Her nature's little queen ; 
And this queen I still shall love, 
This beauty of a day, 
When the stars that shine above. 
Like dreams have pass'd away ; — 

Who this beauty was don't press, 
I would not like to tell. 
If you saw her, you might guess 
That she was pretty Nell ! 
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A HEALTH TO OLD ENGLAND. 



■ J ere's a health ! a health to the land of my birth, 

Old England the glorious queen of the earth, 
The envied of nations, the dread of the world 
When her swords are unsheathed her banners unf urPd, 
She wields her bright sceptre in numberless ways, 
As bold and as free as the sun darts his rays, 
Yet in all her triumphs she owns not a slave ; — 
A health to the land of the free and the brave ! 



The world with its sorrows, its sunshine, its showers, 

Is deck'd and enliven'd with beautiful flowers. 

How green is their verdure ! how rich is their bloom I 

How sweet to our scent is their fragrant perfume ! 

Yet there is not a flower wherever it grows, 

Can outvie in beauty old England's wild rose ; 

Then let us be proud of this island of ours. 

Here's a health ! a health to this fair land of flowers I 



Ye rovers may go, if ye will ye may roam. 
Yet I'll cling to England my own native home ; 
It has sorrows 'tis true, for where are they not. 
From princes' abodes, to the peasant's poor cot ? 
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Yet in its distresses and seasons of grief, 

Its tender endearments bring speedy relief, 

Then I'll still boast its charms, with joy and with pride, 

Here's a health ; a health to old England's fireside. 



HAPPY HOURS. 



ToYous hours ! flowerets of time ! 

'Tis sweet to feel your soothing spell, 
Soft odorous winds from heavenly clime, 
Fan all your petals, and the swell 
Of thrilling music's richest tone. 
Resounds thro' all your fragrant bowers, 
For ye have music all your own, 
Sweeter by far than nature's flowers, 

Happy, happy hours ! 



Joyous hours ! sweet'ners of life ! 
Tenders of happiness to man ! 
Your halcyon joys seem ever rife. 
With more than mortal minds may scan ; 
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Your influence stealing o'er the soul, 
So lately sad, by sorrow riven, 
Wraps it in mystical control 
And bids us fancy earth is heaven ; 

Happy, happy hours ! 



Joyous hours ! on air-borne wing, 
Ye fly from spot to spot below. 
Ye stoop to draw the deadly sting. 
That lurk'd within the heart of woe ; 
Your smile disperses sorrows blight, 
That blanched the rosy cheek of yore. 
Calls beauty out from sorrow's night, 
And love's bright fairy-tints restore; 

Happy, happy hours ! 



Joyous hours ! love-lights of bliss ! 

From heaven's eternal sun ye shine. 

Your lambent rays our spirits kiss 

Into rapt ecstasy divine ; 

No being less than mortal man 

May sun himself in your bright rays, 

All human souls thro' mercy can. 

Feel all your power and sing your praise ; 

Happy, happy hours ! 
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Joyous hours ! ye ever come 

With your twin-sister dove-eyed peace, 

In your bland presence strife is dumb, 

And heart-corroding sorrows cease, 

And well-tuned mirth lifts up her head 

And drooping souls begin to soar ; 

And even on the dying bed 

Is felt the magic of your power ; 

Happy, happy hours ! 



Joyous hours ! day-dreams on earth ! 
How soon your golden moments fly ! 
Ye scarcely warm the heart to mirth 
Ere your bright visions fade and die, — 
like summer-noon's expiring beams 
Are lost in evening's sombre-shade. 
So pass away your fairy dreams :- 
Ah ! sad to tell, too soon ye fade, 

Happy, happy hours ! 



Joyous hours ! depart ye not, 
I fain would have ye linger here. 
Since heaven's all- wise decree I wot 
Hath link'd my destiny severe, — 
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With this dark world's ensnaring wiles, 
Oh, cheer me still ! — I love ye well ! 
If ye depart, depart in smiles, 
Till ye return I say farewell ! 

Happy, happy hours ! 



LOVE ON. 

Written afUr reading a heautifvX little poem^ entitled 
" Love nx>ty^ by Miss Eliza Cook. 



T OVE on, love on, ye glorious sons of men, 

"^ Love on, love on, with all your sturdy might ; 

Tho' friends should change, and fade, and die, what then? 

Why ! let immortal love's supernal light 

Shed glory o'er them in the coming years : — 

Keep ye their memory in perennial bloom. 

Their faults condone with sympathetic tears. 

Their virtues praise far, far beyond the tomb : 

Love on, love on, it is your destined fate 

Through all eternity to love or hate. 
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Love on, love on, all ye immortal souls. 

Oh, breathe love's spirit in your every breath ; 

The heart is heaven itself where love controls, 

Life without love is everlasting death ! 

Love on, for love is God's divinest germ 

Implanted in man's bosom at his birth ; 

In this he differs from the crawling worm 

And every other creature of the earth, 

Man's lofty privilege surpass'd by none. 

Is ever, and forever to love on ! 



Love on, ye Christians, love all human things. 

All human souls are put beneath your care ; 

Love plumes the christian soul with radiant wings 

To fly to sin's sad victims of despair ; 

Love's gentle spirit-voice forever lures 

The sinner from the winding paths of sin ; 

Love weeps, and sighs, and cries, and oft' endures 

Sad crosses till she brings the wanderers in ; 

What ! tho' they spurn you, as they spurn'd God's Son ? 

Still ! still my christian brother, still love on ! 



Love on, love on, but not with brutish love, 
Let it be purely sanctified and blest. 
Such as the angels, in the realms above 
Catch streaming out from Jesu's loving breast. 
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Oh ! let my thirsty soul but drink the stream, 
From love Divine's immeasurable sea ; 
Then love divine shall be my only theme 
Throughout the cycles of eternity; — 
My soul shall grasp by faith God's blessed Son, 
And in His loving arms, live loving on ! 



SONG OF THE SONS OF TOIL. 



T 



OIL we for our brethren ! 
For the rich and strong ! 



Heed we not our flesh and bones ! 
Labour till the spirit's groans 
Falter on the tongue : — 
Fling the shuttle deftly still, 
In the factory and the mill 
With our horny hands, 
Ply the hammer, use the file. 
We are nature's sons of toil, 
In unnumber'd bands. 
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Toil we for our brethren 

-As they say we ought ! 

Linger on 'mid care and moil, 

Spend our lives in strife and toil. 

Full with misery fraught : 

life to us is dark and drear, 

Nought within the world's wide sphere, 

Sheds a bright'ning ray 

O'er life's pathway to illume, 

Our dark passage to the tomb 

While on earth we stay ! 



Toil we for our brethren ! 

Is't our heritage 1 

Is't our birthright is this state 

Written by the hand of fate 

On life's title-page ? 

For the wealthy were we born 1 — 

Lo ! they cast the eye of scorn 

On us as they gaze, 

While we toil from morn till night, 

Oft-times in a woesome plight 

In ten thousand ways ! 



Toil we for our brethren ! 
Aye ! — still toil and slave 
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Both in body and in mind ; 
Best or peace we may not find 
Only in the grave : — 
God of heaven ! shall not we 
Happier in the next world be 1 
Will the rich be there 1 
Make us rich in heaven above 
God of blessing ! God of love ! 
Hear our fervent prayer ! 



BE KIND TO THE STRANGER. 



X)b kind to the stranger wherever you meet him, 
"^ No matter what colour may sit on his brow, 
'Tis yours in the name of a brother to greet him, 
And lighten his heart of its burden of woe ; 
The heart of the stranger is pensive and lonely. 
He sighs as he thinks of the land of his birth, 
If he meet not with brotherly kindness, but only 
Derision and scorn as he wanders the earth. 



Be kind to the stranger, 'tis part of the mission, 
That God hath ordain'd you on earth to fulfil, 
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And if you would faithfully keep your position, 
Then render your brother your love and good-will ; 
If hungry 1 — share with him the fruit of your labour, 
And bid him rejoice in the joy of your homes, 
Whoever may hunger, that man is your neighbour, 
Tho' through the wide world as a stranger he roams. 



Be kind to the stranger is nature's dictation. 
And every good man who to nature is true. 
Will yield to her impulse without hesitation, 
And follow her teachings in all he may do ; 
If thus to be kind be your constant endeavour. 
Your life will be noble and answer its end. 
The heart of the stranger will bless you for ever. 
As one who hath been both a brother and friend ! 



SONG. 



■JOETS ! — paint my fair one's beauty. 

Oh, employ your mystic-pen, 
Let it now perform its duty 

Once again. 
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Paint my love with cheeks of roses, 
Steep'd in crimson's deepest stain, 
Like the flower that ne'er discloses 

Sweets in vain. 



Let her eyes be eyes of brightness, 
Black as jet my mind paints now 
Shaded by a silvery whiteness 

From her brow. 



Make her one of beauty's daughters, 
Such as I can think I see. 
Imaged forth within the waters 

Oft' to me. 



Let her heart be full of feeling. 
Ever prompt at sorrow's call, 
Ever christian love revealing — 

Love for all. 



Make her quite a moral beauty 
Of perfection — chaste and pure, 
Ever in the path of duty 

Safe and sure. 
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Let her voice be music's laughter, 
Make her gentle as the dove, 
And then I will follow after 

Her in love. 



Such a love I fain would capture, 
In eternal bondage sweet. 
Then my soul would lie in iraptuce 

At her feet. 



THE CONFLICT. 



VIRTUE versus VICE, 



rilHERE^s a battle fiercely raging 

Now between the wrong and right, 
Vice and Virtue are engaging 
In a stem-decisive fight: — 
Virtue must at last be winner. 
For she never sounds retreat, 
She will fight, till sin and sinner 
Both lie vanquished at her feet. 
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All that's sentient, all that's human, 
Through the world's extended stage, 
Every man, and every woman 
In this conflict must engage ; 
All the powers of Heaven eternal, 
All the angels bright and fair. 
All the powers of shades infernal 
In this fateful struggle are ! 



Vice ! the hydra-headed giant, — 
Lust and Murder, his compeers, 
Flaunt their banners all-deflant. 
Dripping wet with blood and tears : — 
And their agents ! — Oh, what legions ! — 
Surely nature's-self must weep, 
As they march from hell's dread regions 
Into serried phalanx deep ! 



Virtue ! fresh as rosy morning. 

Rises from her virgin-bed. 

Faith and hope, and love adorning 

As three graces, her fair head : 

When she lifts her cross-gemm'd banner, 

Her great arm3?^near and wide, 

Sings a swelling-loud hosanna 

To the Holy crucifiecl. 
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Her one weapon, is the sabre 

Of God's everlasting truth, 

Foe and stranger, friend and neighbour, 

Saint and sceptic, age and youth : — 

To all these she aye reveals it, 

oil the wings of every hour. 

And the Holy-Spirit seals it, 

Oft-tiraes with converting power. 



Virtue calls all from their slumbers 
As she sends her mandate forth, 
And her votaries in dense numbers. 
Rise from east, west, south, and north, — 
Each to watch the young and tender 
Gem committed to his trust, 
And with hands and heart defend her 
From the snares of carnal lust. 



All ye men of thought assemble, 
Now on virtue's holy ground, 
Make the sensual villains tremble 
At your voice of thundering sound : 
There's no time for longer waiting. 
We must answer virtue's call. 
While we linger on debating, 
Some poor darling-child may fall. 
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And perchance, that virgin Rosie, 
Might your own sweet song-bird be, 
Nestled in your heart so cosey 
From her very infancy ! 
Oh ! then let your zeal be doubled, 
Work, and take but little rest. 
Till the world no more is troubled, 
With this cursed sensual i)est. 



On the hill, and in the valley, 
In the city, in the mart, 
Round the flag of virtue rally. 
With a stout and noble heart : 
Be not idle, be no shirker, 
It is yours to work and bless ; 
Heaven will crown the faithful worker 
With the guerdon of success. 



Oh ! ye seraph-hearted mothers. 
With your wondrous wealth of love, 
Oh ! ye noble-sturdy brothers, 
Be ye gentle as the dove. 
Oh, ye mothers ! Oh, ye brothers ! 
Be ye lynx-eyed with the girls. 
Pet them, and see that no other's 
Hand can touch those priceless pearls. 
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In whatever rank or station, 
I will ever raise my voice 
In this cause, till all creation 
Over virtue shall rejoice : 
And I seek not worldly glory, 
It is only tinsel-dross ; 
I would like to live in story 
As a hero of the cross ! 



NEVER BREATHE A WORD UNKIND. 



/^H ! never breathe a word unkind, • 

^^^ To those who long have loved you dear, 
But let the passions of the mind. 
Subside in fond affection's tear ; 
For love hath power to soothe the heart. 
That sinks with latent woes oppressed, 
And sympathy can heal the smart. 
That rends in twain the troubled breast. 



Ah ! those who love us keenly feel, 
Whene'er we weep, oi* frown, or sigh, 
And mark what e'en our looks reveal 
As children watch a parent's eye ; 
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They look for fond affection's change, 
And deem their own the saddest lot, 
If in this dark world's chequer'd range, 
Those whom they love, return it not. 



One look unkind, one angry wo»'d, 
May dim the eye with scalding tears, 
And snap the heart's endearing chord, 
That loved us long, through changing years ; 
May plant the canker-worm of grief. 
In the chafed spirit's inmost core. 
And those who loved may spurn relief 
And love us, never, never more ! 



Then never breathe a word unkind. 
To those who long have loved you dear, 
But let the passions of the mind. 
Subside in fond affection's tear ; 
For love hath power to soothe the heart. 
That sinks with latent woes oppress'd. 
And sympathy can heal the smart, 
That rends in twain the troubled breast. 
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BE A MAN. 



Tp fortune strolling on her way 

Through this dark world of sorrow, 
Should wave her mystic-wand, and say. 
Rejoice in what thou hast to-day 
But dread the coming morrow ! — 
What would'st thou do ? — go wail and weep. 
And sit thou down in sadness, 
Lull nature's energies to sleep. 
Till sorrow stings the heart so deep 
As drives it near to madness ? 
Ah ! no, be thine a nobler plan, 
With brazen front, in nature's pride, 
Roll back the overwhelming tide ! — 

Be a man ! be a man ! 



Should envy with her winning smiles 

And flattery's tongue of fiction. 

By which she oft the heart beguiles. 

Fling o'er thy path a thousand wiles, 

To claim her jurisdiction ; — 

What would'st thou do ? — bend low thine ear. 

And listen to her teachings, 

Till thou art surly and severe. 

And shew'st throughout thy sad career 
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The spirit of her preachings 1 
Ah ! no, be thine a nobler plan, 
Though humble he who does the right, ^ 
Love him, and help him with thy might ! — 

Be a man ! be a man ! 



Should some poor wretch with down-cast eye. 

And guilt in every feature. 

Accost thee as thou passest by, 

And ask thee with a rending sigh 

To aid a fellow-creature ; — 

What would'st thou do ? — bind up thy heart, 

In arrogant displeasure. 

And bid the needy wretch depart, 

To linger on and feel the smart 

Of poverty's full measure 1 — 

Ah ! no, be thine a nobler plan, — 

Solace the evil and the good, 

In universal brotherhood ! — 

Be a man ! be a man ! 



When tyrants wield their cursed power. 

In terror o'er their neighbour. 

And stand on mammon's high watch-tower 

To seize and greedily devour 

The fruits of honest labour ; — 
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What would'st thou do 1 — cringe at their feet, 

Content thee with starvation 1 — 

Or join the sycophant to greet 

And worship those who daily eat 

The interests of the nation ? 

Ah ! no, be thine a nobler plan. 

Go ! — teach the tyrant to be just ! 

And hurl the despot to the dust ! 

Be a man ! be a man ! 



TRUTH LIES DEEP. 



TWowN within the mines of thought, 
Lay the ore of truth for ages, 

Some has to the light been brought, 

By philanthropists and sages ; 

But 'twas only those who sought 

Late and early ever found it. 

And this lesson they have taught ; — 

Trash lies scattered all around it, — 
From the first day in the year. 
Till the last day in December, 
Search for truth, and never fear. 
It will pay you to remember 

Truth lies deep ! 



i 
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Truth and error, wrong and right, 

Both together are entwining, 

Down in nature's deepest night, 

Yet, the truth is ever shining 

In its own resplendent light ; — 

If you seek, you must behold it, 

Seize it then with all your might. 

And within your heart enfold it. 
From the first day in the year. 
Till the last day in December, 
Search for truth, and never fear. 
It will pay you to remember 

Truth lies deep ! 



You perhaps may never soar. 

On the buoyant wings of fancy, 

Learning's vast domains explore, 

Or indulge in necromancy ; 

You can find the truth's bright ore, 

If to work you only settle ; 

Find a little, hunt for more, 

And to grasp the shining metal ; — 
From the first day in the year, 
Till the last day in December, 
Search for truth, and never fear, 
It will pay you to remember 

Truth lies deep ! 




30 LYRICS FOR THE CROWD. 



Let the poet in the school 
Of the muses, scale Parnassus, 
Let the sceptic, like a fool 
Ride to death his wild pegasus 
Without reason, without rule ; — 
Search ye nature's book, the primer 
Of all knowledge ; — calm and cool. 
And in God's book still sublime r. 
From the first day in the year, 
Till the last day in December, 
Search for truth, and never fear, 
It will pay you to remember 

Truth lies deep ! 



But there are some truths that shine, 

In the book of books so clearly. 

Planted by the hand divine. 

That the christian loves them dearly 

As he ponders line by line. 

Let your life-work then be driving, 

Down into this sacred mine, 

After truth forever striving. 

From the first day in the year. 

Till the last day in December, 

Search for truth, and never fear, 

It will pay you to remember 

Truth lies deep ! 
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FAR AWAY. 



T ITTLE cupid ! take my message 

To my lady-love, 
Tell her that I still am faithful 
As the stars above, 
Tell her that I still remember 
All the honied bliss, 
I extracted from the nectar 
Of her parting kiss ; — 

Little cupid, go and tell her. 

Tell her this I pray. 

That I love her more than ever, 

Now I'm far away. 



How I watch'd her every movement 

With devoted eye ! 

How I trembled with excitement 

When I heard her sigh ! — 

Like a bird my heart would flutter, 

When her eye I caught. 

How her silent glances set me 

Thinking what she thought ; — 

Little cupid, come and tell me. 

Tell me this I pray. 

Does she ever think about me 

Now I'm far away. 



/ 
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She is modest as a lily, 

And as pure as light, 

Cheerful as midsummer morning, 

And as gay and bright, 

And I think she loves me truly, 

From her inmost heart. 

Soon we shall be re-united. 

Never more to part ; — 

Little cupid, come and tell me, 

Tell me this I pray, 

Say she lOves me more than ever, 

Now I'm far away. 



SONG OF THE PHILANTHROPIST. 



/^ H ! that I could but snap the chains, 

^^^ That bind my fellow-men 

In vicious bondage ; souls and brains 

And minds and bodies ; — then, 

Could I but photograph the parts, 

In light-lines from on high. 

Of Christ's own image on their hearts ! — 

This is the reason why, — 

Because I love both great and small, 

And fain would do them good, 

And though I cannot bless them all, 

I would do if I could. 
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THE BIBLE. 



O TAR of eternity ! it rose in heaven, 

And shed o'er time's horizon its bright ray, 
Light of all light ineffable ! the leaven 
Of God ! — to guide us to eternal day. 

Spring-tide of blessing this ! — ^the stream of life ! 
Destined to run to earth's remotest bound, 
To sweep away all sin, and death, and strife. 
And spread celestial glory all around. 

Oh, brilliant chart ! where every rock and shoal. 
Of life's dark main is drawn by God's own hand. 
So that however high the waves may roll. 
Souls may steer safely to the happy land. 

Glorious charter ! love-grant of God to man ! 

Pur privilege is that of royal sons, 

Surely infinitude alone may span 

This breadth of blessing ! — for we sit on thrones I 

Oh, may this peerless star ! this living stream ! 
This glorious charter ! and this brilliant chart ! 
Scatter my every visionary dream, 
And day by day grow dearer to my heart. 
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SONG OF THE INFIRM OLD MAN 
TO CHILDREN AT PLAY. 



■JLAY on ye children, children play ye on, 

I love to see you in your guileless play, 
Hope flings its bright enchantments one by one. 
Over the path where ye appear so gay ! 



Play while the blossoms of your lives are bright 
In blooming beauty, oh, ye joyful things ! 
E'er disappointment casts its chilling blight 
O'er every hope, and pleasure folds her wings. 



But ah ! why need I tell ye of the tears 
That ye perchance may shed, and of the sighs, 
That oft' may rend your hearts in future years, 
Tis madness thus to intercept your joys ! 



To see ye thus upon the green-sward roll. 
And tumble with each other in your joy. 
Makes niy he^rt dance, and thrills my very soul, 
With the sweet thought, that I was once a boy. 
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I feel myself a little child again, 
And fain would join your frolic, and your fun, 
But that, this gouty leg still gives me pain, 
And renders me unfit to jump or run. 



Although I can no longer skip and hop, 
My arms feel young as ever, and as true. 
And I think, I could just spin yonder top 
As properly as any one of you. 



It makes you laugh ha ! ha ! ye merry things ! — 

Tm glad I feel a little child once more, 

I'd rather play with you, than sit with kings 

And share their grandeur, and their glittering store ! 



But now the sun is sinking in the west. 
And I must hobble home as best I may. 
But play ye on, and may ye all be blest 
Throughout the future, as ye are to-day. 
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THE LAND OF LIBERTY. 



A s I sat musing on these days of crime, 

My spirit wancler'd from the present time. 
And saw the future in its glorious prime 

Most beautiful ! 



'Twa45 summer time, and at the morning's dawn, 
Aurora's beams came bounding like the fawn 
Along the blooming fields of ripening corn. 

In sportive play. 



And wild flowers bloom'd in all their beauty rare. 
Mingling their fragrance with the balmy air. 
Bedecking hill and valley eveiywheie. 

And cranny nook. 



And peace sat brooding there, for nought was heard. 
Save the soft music of some swift-wing'd bird 
That warbled sweetly, and the breezes stirr'd 

The rustling leaves. 
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Or save the rustic, as he gaily strode, 
Cracking his whip, and whistling o^er the road. 
And listening to his tinkling team, with load 

Of plenty's store. 



I wandered unmolested in my route, 

I wander'd not as one in fear and doubt, 

I wander'd everywhere both in and out, 

Free as the air. 



I met an old man strolling on my way. 

His cheeks were furrow'd, and his locks were grey, 

And yet he seem'd as happy and as gay 

As when in youth. 



I asked him how he lived, — if 'twas by toil ? 
And then, with hoary age's blandest smile. 
He pointed to the cultivated soil 

And said — " 'tis there." 



I ask'd to see a slave, toiling in fear. 
And then the old man as he dropp'd a tear 
Said — " Hush ! — that word is deem'd unworthy here, 

'Tis blasphemous ! " 
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The old man wept, and then at length he said, — 
" Ah ! that unholy word hath touch'd a thread, 
That links my soul in union with the dead ! — 

The dead, my father ! " 



" My father ! — he was born and bred a slave. 

Nor black, nor red, nor brown, but white and brave, 

And bravely fought he in his death to save 

His child from chains." 



Ah ! terrible the battles that were fought ! 
Ah ! terrible the havoc that was wrought ! 
We have the blessings that our fathers bought 

In death's last gasp. 



There are no slaves here, for that I'll be bound 
Each man hath his own little plot of ground, 
Willing and able all his sons are found 

To help him on. 



I ask'd who made their laws and what they were ? 
He said — " The God who giveth breath and air, 
He, and He only doth our laws declare 

From His high throne." 
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I asked him where he worshipped ? and he gazed 
Around and said — " See thou yon temple raised ? 
There the great God of all is ever praised 

In reverence." 



We enter there at morning, noon, and eve, 
Of gratitude and love, a chaplet weave. 
Which He accepts for blessings we receive 

From day to day. 



No creeds have we, no dogmas rack our brain, 
But every heart doth pour in its own strain, 
A prayer, that He who loveth all, will deign 

To bless us still. 



Our rule of life can never be outdone, 
'Twas given to us by God's own blessed Son, 
'Tis great, and good, and yet a simple one — 

The law of love. 



We live as brethren in a happy land. 
We think, and speak, and act, and understand 
As freemen, for this is the glorious land 

Of Uberty ! 
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SONGS OF THE FLOWERS. 



Z am tlu tOBt of S^hsron, imb tlu lilg of flu bsIUsf."— 

SoiioiKuir'a Bona. 



"CIlora silently sat musing, 

Just within her lovely bowers, 
She was fully bent on choosing, 
"Which should be her favourite flowers ; 
She sat choosing and refusing, 
Till quite puzzled and dejected. 
Then she pray'd to be directed 
By some transcendental powers ; 



Then, as quick as lightning's gleaming. 
Beaming smiles lit up her face. 
As by Intuition seeming. 
She put each flower in its place 
Without either thought or scheming ; 
And in doing thus her duty, 
Choose the rose for scent and beauty 
And the lily for its grace. 
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I am neither mad nor sillj, 

Nor did I dream so strange a thing. 

Yet from out that rose and lily, 

I did surely hear the ring 

Of sweet voices, soft and trilly ; — 

And my very soul r^oices, 

When I think I heard the voices, 

Heard them most distinctly sing! 



SONG OF THE ROSE. 

Here I bloom in all my glory. 
Fresh from God Almighty's hand, 
Typical of moral beauty, 
That shines out so nobly-grand. 
In the person of the Saviour, 
God's own co-eternal Son, 
By the union of two natures, 
In that great incarnate-One. 



He is " God of God " * forever, 
Throned in light above the skies, 
But He took the nature human, 
As the God-man sacrifice ; 
. He could weep, and thirst, and hunger. 
He could sympathize with men, 

* The Creed. 
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Surely moral beauty never, 
Reach'd its acme until then ! 



Lo ! my depth of crimson colour, 
As for human sin I blush, 
Thus I symbolize the life blood 
That from Jesu's side did gush. 
As a full and free atonement, 
For the fallen human race. 
So that every child of Adam, 
May rejoice in saving grace. 



As I breathe, the sweetest fragrance, 
Exhales from my every breath. 
Telling of the efficacious 
Virtue of the Saviour's death ; — 
And the breezes waft my perfume. 
Through the wide world, free as air. 
Singing to the vilest sinner. 
That he never need despair. 



When I die, my leaves are scattered 
In decay, on earth's cold tomb. 
But in death they give an odour 
Stronger, sweeter than in bloom ; 
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So when blood of God-incamate, 
Issued from His bleeding side, 
Then the sacrifice was perfect, 
In the moment when He died. 



SONG OF THE LILY. 

From the realms of light empyreal, 
Many ages long ago, 
I was borne by votive angels, 
Into this dark world below ; 
I was planted in the valley, 
Where the wanderers seldom tread. 
Shaded from the glorious sun-light. 
Meekly bowing down my head. 



Tell me not that I am lowly. 

It is God's eternal plan 

That I ever should fore-shadow 

Virtues of that perfect man. 

Who was bom of parents humble. 

Cradled where the oxen fed. 

And in life as He grew older. 

Had " not where to lay His head." * 

* ** The Son of man hath not where to lay His head. 
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He was humble meek and lowly,, 
While He lived, and when He died. 
All the virtues in perfection, 
Were in Hint personified ; 
He sought out the poor and helpless. 
To the blind He gave their sight. 
Pride was foreign to His nature 
As the darkness is to light ! 



When the howling mob reviled Him, 
He was ever meek and mild, 
And because no sin was in Him, 
Harmless as a little child ; — 
He retum'd them good for evil. 
For He did His Father's will. 
Even when they crucified Him, 
Then, He only loved them still. 



He was truly pure and perfect, 
Without taint of sin or stain. 
King of Holiness forever. 
In His kingdom He will reign I- 
I have told you all I'm able, 
In my little shadowy song, 
But His virtues could be never, 
Told e'en by an angel's tongue I 
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DUETTO. 

We shall ever live in story, 
Emblems of the peerless One 
Who from death did rise to glory, 
And before EOus Father's throne, 
Is for every sinner pleading. 
With their ransom in His hands, 
Now the glorified, yet bleeding 
Priest and sacrifice He stands. 



Rose and lily, through heaven's portal, 
Enter'd with Him, and entwine 
As a wreath of flowers immortal. 
Bound about His head divine ; — 
Long as heaven in Him rejoices^ 
Brose and lily still will sing. 
With their sweet united voices, — 
Jesus, Saviour, Priest and King. 



Hark ! a burst of acclamation. 
Rings throughout the plains of light, 
Blood- wash'd souls from every nation. 
In their robes of spotless white, 
Hail the conqueror victorious. 
And with holy angels raise. 
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Pseans of triumph, grand and glorious 
In His everlasting praise ! 



HOPE FOR BETTER DAYS. 



I/IThen I contemplate the morrow, 
^ ^ Oft' I shudder at the sight, 
As I see the clouds of sorrow, 
Loom o'er head as black as night ; 
Then I hear a spirit, ringing 
Through my heart the sweetest lays, 
For a gentle voice is singing ; — 
" Why not hope for better days." 



Blessed hope ! still with me linger. 
Never from thy throne depart. 
For thou art the sweetest singer. 
That did ever cheer my heart ; 
And whatever may betide me. 
In this dark world's chequered ways. 
Thou shalt ne'er have cause to chide me, 
I will hope for better days. 
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THE CHRISTIAN HERO. 



fllHBRK's a hero, men and brothers, 

Worthy of all praise. 
Hero grander than all others, 
Nobler in his ways, 
Not where men are dead, and dying 
On the battle ground ; 
But where shafts of death are flying, 
'Mong the poor he's found ; 
From his slender purse he's giving, 
All he can to keep them living. 



He will wrestle sternly, boldly, 

With the ills of Hfe, 

While the world looks on him coldly. 

And he feels the knife, — 

The keen knife of time destroying. 

Buds of hope he rears. 

And he sees them fading, dying. 

In the changing years ; 

He Nvill wrestle on and labour. 

For he wields truth's mighty sabre. 
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When clouds round his soul assmnble, 

From hell's murky gloom, 

Enough to make an angel tremble, 

And although ^me boom 

Of hell's artillery should rattle ; 

In his spirit's ear, 

Boldly calling him to battle. 

Yet he will not fear ; 

He can wing his flight to glory, 

By pure faith in calvary's story. 



See him in his mission holy, 

Every night and mom, 

Helping, blessing all the lowly. 

All the poor and lorn ; 

And although the cynic surly. 

At his work reviles, 

Still he trudges late and early. 

And he sadly smiles ; 

But he labours on the faster, 

For his loving Lord and Master. 



If you seek him, you will find him 
In the fetid air. 

Where the stench, enough to blind him 
Rises everywhere ; 
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There the helpless widow's making 
Sad and dismal moans, 
And grim poverty stands raking 
Flesh from off her bones ; 
There the fatherless is lying, 
On some filthy rags a-d3dng ! 



8till upon that hearth he lingerSi 

Not with empty hand, 

He has cater'd with deft fingers, 

For that squalid band ; 

Oft' he feels the work distressing. 

Then he looks above. 

And implores from heaven a blessing 

On his work of love ; 

Every day he finds it rougher. 

Yet he still will do, and suffer. 



Here's a hero men and brothers,, 

"Worthy of all praise, 

Hero grander than all others. 

Nobler in his ways ; 

And though he may never, never. 

Be enshrined in fame, 

Yet a fragrance will forever 

Linger round his name. 
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He will pags to heaven victorious, 
As a hero grand and glorious ! 



ON THE WING. 



"IjloRTUNE ! that fair comely maiden, 
Once in life, to rich and poor, 

Comes with gifts and blessings laden, 

Which she lays at every door ; 

Entertain and well attend her. 

For she always comes unsought, 

But *tis easy to offend her, 

If you do not as you ought ; 

At your door she'll knock and ring, 
When she comes upon the wing. 



Oh ! how fast the time is flying, 
All the moments one by one, 
Even while poor man is trying. 
To embrace them, they are gone ; — 
Oh, yes, they are gone forever, 
When the sand falls through the glass, 
And this should be our endeavour ; — 
Seize the present 'ere it pass, 
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Even now I hear it sing, 
I am ofi^ and on the wing. 



Venus, with her wealth of graces, 
Blushing in her beautious arms, 
Comes to all to deck their faces. 
Only once, with spells and charms ; 
In her train, comes wicked Cupid, 
Aiming at us with his dart, 
And he makes us mad and stupid. 
Soon as he has struck the heart ; 

When they've done their work they sing. 

We are off and on the wing. 



Charms are only beauty's shading, 
like the bloom upon the flower. 
And they soon give signs of fading. 
Under time's destructive power, 
When they reach their height of blooming, 
Soon the gnawing- worm decay, 
Gets them ready for entombing. 
And they fade, and die away ; 

As they fade, they weep and sing. 

We are ofl^ and on the wing. 
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FORGIVE AND FORGET. 



Written to ajriend on hearing Mm aety: — " / can forgive, 

but never forgei,^* 



TTCTould'st thou be happy? — keep the heart's deep 

chalice 
Free from all anger towards thy brother-man, 
Scorn thou, to harbour sentiments of malice, 
Act on the wiser and the happier plan 
Of bearing injuries without resentment ; — 
Strive thus thy brother's anger to control. 
And pass thy life in joy and sweet contentment, 
Tis nature's true sublimity of soul : — 
'Tis our grand christian duty while we live, 
To love each other, cherish and forgive. 



Would'st thou be happy ? banish thou forever 
From thy memory's seat each deed and word 
That may have injured thee, and never, never. 
Let thy sad murmurings again be heard ; — 
How numberless are those who make pretensions. 
Into obKvion's darkest shade to cast 
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Their brother's sin, and yet provoke contentions, 
And say, " They never can forget the past ; " 
Know then ! — ^that to forgive is noble, yet 
'Tis happier, wiser, nobler to forget. 



Thus daily live, forgiving and forgetting, 

An ornament of nature and of grace, 

Till life's last hour, then no undue regretting 

Shall haunt thy soul, but peace shall close thy race ; 

Virtue shall fling a radiant beam of glory 

Over thy head, and love shall soothe thy mind, 

Anger and pride shall stoop to hear the story 

Of the pure amity with all mankind ; — 

Forgiving and forgetting yield thy breath. 

And God will bless thee in the hour of death ! 



OH, MY SOUL. 



i^H, my soul ! thou hast been lying 
^^ Senseless as the stones, 
Hark ! the fatherless is crying. 
Hark ! the widow moans, 
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Hark! grim death his p«an is singing, 
In most dismal notes, 
Hark ! the cry for work is ringing 
From a myriad throats ! 



Oh, my soul ! what souls are rolling, 

Wrecked on life's dark waves, 

And what spirit-knells are tolling 

Over soul-slain graves ! 

Souls and bodies have been sinking, 

'Neath the whelming tide, 

And from duty thou'st been shrinking 

While these men have died. 



Oh, my soul ! rise up and shake thee ! 

From this semi-death. 

There are groans enough, to make thee 

Draw thy vital bieatli 

To preen up thy wings for flying. 

Where the helpless lie. 

And from hunger gaunt are dying, 

Haste thee ! e're they die ! 




Now my soul ! thou dost bestir thee, 
Now throughout the land, 
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Wander, and let naught deter thee, 

But with generous hand, — 

Give to all who suffer hunger. 

Drive away their fears. 

They are weak, but thou art stronger, 

Wipe away their tears ! 



Oh, my soul ! seek absolution 
For thy laggard-rest. 
Work a moral revolution. 
Drive this damning pest 
Of united want and sorrow 
From our favoured shores. 
Then with plenty, some to-morrow 
May fill all our stores. 



A HEALTH TO OLD FORTUNE. 



TTebe's a health to old fortune !- 

Applaud her we will, 
For wherever we wander 
She follows us still ; 
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Tho' she often does* linger, 
'Mid tempest and wind, 
Yet she ever is smiling 
Upon us behind. 

Here's a health to old fortune. 
And long may she reign. 
Still the bountiful monarch 
Of gold and of grain ; 
She is laden with blessings, 
And perhaps she may pour, 
On our heads in abundance 
Her richest of store. 



All her ringlets are golden, 
And dazzlingly bright, 
All her fingers with jewels. 
Are richly bedight ; 
On a car^of pure ether, 
She sits and dictates, 
All her many attendants 
Are sprites of the fates. 



She is frolicsome often. 
And plays us some tricks. 
Then, she plunges us headlong. 
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Right into a fix, 
But she's only been jesting, 
When this she has done, 
And the fates, as her servants 
Are fond of the fun. 



Here's a health then to fortune I 
And long may she reign. 
Still the bountiful monarch 
Of gold and of grain ; 
May she spread in the future 
Through this life of ours, 
All her beautiful garlands 
Of gold and of flowers ! 



OH, SPEAK NOT OF HER. 



/^H, speak not of her, let her memory die 
^^^ As the withering leaves of the Autumn lie 
On the earth's cold breast, to moulder and rot, 
And after to-day are rememberM not. 
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Oh, speak not of her, for her name sounds now. 
As the booming-knell of each broken vow. 
At its sound, hot tears to mine eye-lids start, 
And arrows of sorrow do pierce my heart. 



Tis true she was false, 'tis true she was frail. 
Her life was a sad and sorrowful tale, 
Her beautiful charms would easily snare, 
Angels of light from their throne in the air. 



'Twas a sad hour when we met ; — 'twas my fate. 
The fiends of the night were revelling late. 
And over my soul threw such a dark spell. 
As drew me near to the confines of hell ! 



I loved, with passionate ardour of soul. 
So deep, that I spurn'd the bonds of control. 
Nay call it not love ; for worship was mine. 
Such as I only should give the Divine ! 



I sought her at mom, at eve, and at noon. 
She look'd as lovely as roses in June ; 
I told her my love, and even did pray 
So oft' for hers, till she could not say nay. 
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She gave me her heart, at least so she said, 
A pitiful thing, for oh ! it was dead ; 
Yet it seem'd to throb with her every breath. 
But ah ! it was cold and chilly as death ! 



We wandered through life for many long years, 
I water'd the path with plentiful tears, 
And now I weep, when I think of the past, 
I loved her at first, — shall love her at last. 



TAKE THE BITTERS WITH 
THE SWEET. 



T IFB is quite a hurly-burly, 
"^ And it very often seems. 
That dreams are like realities, 
And realities like dreams ; 
Yet amid the grand confusion. 
This one truth is very clear, 
That extremities do make up 
Human life, throughout the year ; 
And another truth is patent, 
These extremities do meet. 
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For we find at every turning, 

Their are bitters mix'd with sweet ! 



You may meet some beautious Hebe, 
Who, with all her charms so fair. 
Strikes you with infatuation, 
And you instantly declare, 
Your intense and pure devotion ; 
But you should not have done so. 
For youVe shocked her by your psussion. 
And she gently answers " No ! " 
All your budding hopes are blighted. 
By this terrible defeat. 
And you must in silent anguish, 
Take the bitters with the sweet. 



You may think yourself a genius. 
Bom to climb the hill of fame, 
With a wreath of flowers immortal. 
Richly clustering round your name ; — 
In the dreams of your ambition. 
You may print a song, or play. 
With one breath, some carping critic 
May blow all your dreams away ; 
Then you'll find that you had better. 
Go into some calm retreat. 
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And without the slightest murmur, 
Take the bitters with the sweet. 



If 70U taste the cup of pleasure, 
Put it gently to your lips, 
Take it in the smallest doses, 
like the bee sweet honey sips ; 
All the sweets lie on the surface, 
But if you should drink too deep. 
Most assuredly you'll rue it, 
And have cause to sigh and weep ; 
Then you should forever after, 
Be a little more discreet, 
And no more in self-indulgence. 
Take the bitters with the sweet. 



Friends are dying, friends are changing 
Ever, and it seems so strange. 
Nothing that we love is lasting, 
EverjTthing is full of change ; — 
And to meet us every morning, 
There is always something new. 
Many of our joys do vanish, 
As departs the early dew ; 
Thus the sweet and bitter mixture, 
Is to us as daily meat. 
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We are bound to have the wormwood ;- 
Take the bitters with the sweet. 



It is God's all-wise arrangement, 
That the sweets and bitters lie, 
Both so closely interwoven, 
That they cannot satisfy 
All our cravings, all our longings. 
After pure unsullied bliss ;— 
In yon brighter world we'll find it. 
But we never can in this ! 
Here we have the chills of winter. 
And the summer's scorching heat, 
And we must, howe'er we like it. 
Take the bitters with the sweet. 



But there is a glorious city. 
Where there is no change, no night, 
And where neither sin, nor sorrow 
Ever enter ; — but the light 
Of God's everlasting glory, 
Fills up every heart with joy. 
All the pleasures are eternal. 
There's no room for sin's alloy ; 
Our best friends are gone before us. 
And are waiting there, to greet 
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Us with welcome as we enter, 

Where no bitters mix with sweet ! 



CANZONET. 



/^OMB, ye gentle breezes, play 

Upon my pallid cheek, 
Brush these unbidden tears away 
Or this sad heart will break ; 
Come breathe upon my throbbing brow, 
With all your soothing power. 
Your witching touch shall cheer me now 
In this my saddest hour. 



Come with your music ! — charm mine ear, 

Some simple ditty sing. 

In mournful cadence sweet and clear, 

And soft as zephyr's wing ; 

Then I'll once more renew the strife. 

With energy divine, 

And battle with the storms of life 

Till victory is mine ! 
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SONG OF THE OLD MAN 
TO HIS WIFE. 



niJ'ART, come and sit beside me, 

list' to what I have to say, 
Well I know you'll not deride me. 
For you never act that way ; 
Lately some strange thoughts come o'er me. 
That I never used to have, 
For the future looms before me, 
With dark visions of the grave ! 



Yes, my love, I've just been thinking. 
Our lif e's-star is on the wane. 
And it gives my heart a sinking. 
Stinging, curious sort of pain ; — 
When I think of sin and folly, 
That I've done in our long life. 
And that you have been so jolly. 
Pure and good, my dear old wife ! 



Tears will often trace their courses, 
Down my poor old wither'd cheek, 
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By their own instinctiye forces 
From my heart ; — ^that seems to break- 
When I think of days of olden, 
When we both were young and strong, 
When our minutes all were golden, 
Cheerful as a skylark's song. 



Tht^e were days of bliss and blessing, 
That I well remember now, 
When we spent our time caressing. 
And I gently kiss'd your brow ; — 
I think that first kiss still lingers 
Sweetly on these old pale lips. 
Then, it thrilled me, e'en my fingers 
Felt it to their very tips ! 



We have trudged the world together. 
On through many a weary day. 
Both in smooth, and stormy weather 
And though old, we still are gay ; 
Time has marked upon our faces 
A few wrinkles, here and there. 
But he ever leaves his traces, 
Even in the young and fair. 
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Now my love, we're reaching slowly, 
Near the bottom of life's hill ; — 
Let our latter days be holy, 
Just according to God's will ; 
And my love, we will not sever, 
But will travel hand in hand, 
Still sus one in heart forever. 
On to yonder happy land ! 



Oh, I very often wonder 
Whether 'twill be you or I, — 
First shall join the angel's yonder 
Up in heaven, beyond the sky ; 
But, however it befall us. 
We will go together on. 
And whenever God may call us, 
We will say, " Thy will be done." 



When I think we must be parted. 
Even for a little spawje, 
I am sad, and weary-hearted, 
You may see it in my face. 
If I go first, don't regret me. 
Keep your courage, never fear ; 
I'll come often, if God let me, 
Whispering hope into your ear ! 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

Written on hearing a man exclaim — " Theresa no such 

thing cw Friendship." 



w 



HAT ! — " There's no such thing as friendship ! " 
Then, are its beautious flowers 



Far too delicate to blossom, 

In this cold world of ours ^ 

No ! they'll never, never wither, 

But in supernal bloom. 

Fill our lives with sweetest odour. 

And live upon our tomb ; 

For their bright and blooming petals, 

Are ever gently fanned. 

From the glittering throne of heaven. 

By a pure seraph-hand. 



Worldly friendships all are hollow. 
And ever have been found. 
When you try them, to be nothing 
But simple empty sound ; — 
Self, and self alone inspires them. 
By self alone they're fed. 
Take away the selfish feeling, 
Such friendship then is dead ; 
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But there is a friendship truer, 
Come down from heaven above, 
For the only sterling friendship 
Springs from christian love ! 

It hath eyes for all our sorrows. 

And ears to hear our moans, 

And a gentle voice to soothe us. 

In music's dulcet tones ; 

It hath nimble feet, to hasten 

With help in all our woe. 

Hands that bring us timely succour. 

Wherever we may go ; 

It hath tones of softest cadence, 

And sweetest smiles to bless, 

Loving arms to fling around us. 

In all our sad distress ! 



LIVE NOT FOR YOURSELF ALONE. 



"|IM"bn of reason, men of feeling, 

Come and listen to my song ! 
To your manhood I'm appealing, 
And will not detain you long. 
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Noble manhood, now impels you 
This eternal truth to own, 
That you should sus nature tells you, 
live not for yourself alone ! 



There are hosts of pretty faces, 
That an angeFs heart might win. 
But they've fallen, and their graces 
Are deform'd and fouFd by sin ; 
Oh, while there is such a beauty. 
Sitting on the harlot's throne, 
Snatch her from it ! — 'tis your duty ! 
Live not for yourself alone. 



Though she flirts, and flaunts so gaily, 
Yet remorse's burning flame. 
Scorches up her vitals daily. 
And a secret sense of shame, — 
Which she vainly trys to smother. 
Forces from her many a moan ; — 
Save her from it, then my brother ! 
live not for yourself alone. 



See the drunkard ! homeward reeling 
To his miserable cot 



i 
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All his principle and feeling, 
Murdered by the poison-pot ; 
You may read in every feature, 
Reason is not on its throne, 
Help the poor degraded creature ! 
Live not for yourself alone. 



See his family ! in sadness, 
Hungry, wretched, lean and wan, 
Starving through the drunken madness 
Of that poor deluded man ; 
Go in love, and reason with him. 
In affection's gentlest tone, 
For by love alone you'll win him. 
Live not for yourself alone. 



There are hordes of poor dejected 
Child-waifs that you often meet. 
All inhumanly neglected, 
"Wild as Arabs in the street ; 
Oh, in every town and city. 
Where such waifs to you are known. 
Save ! oh, save them out of pity ! 
Live not for yourself alone. 
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It may not seem very specious, 
But some of these poor waifs might be 
Sterling jewels, pure and precious. 
Simply cased in poverty ; 
If you will then, without pressing, 
Polish such a peerless stone. 
You will get the nation's blessing ; 
Live not for yourself alone. 



Train yourself in nature's college, 
Learn there what you ought to know, 
Then the precious seed of knowledge 
In the minds of others sow ; — 
It will spring, and keep on spreading 
Onward, into every zone, 
Where the foot of man is treading ; 
Live not for yourself alone. 



Sow the seeds of knowledge, purely 
Filtered, in every place you can, 
And then you will find most surely. 
It has saved your fellow-man ; 
Keep on sowing, keep on saving. 
And you'll find the world has grown. 
Wondrous better for your having. 
Lived not for yourself alone. 
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THE STARS. 



IjlMBLEMS of beauty ! ye bright-spangled stars ! 

Celestial wanderers ! how divinely fair, 
And beautiful ye look, as in mid air 
I mark ye, riding on your fiery cars 
Majestically onward, shining o'er 
This nether world, and soaring wondrous high, 
As if ye were afraid of coming nigh. 
Lest our sin should tarnish you, as ye pour 
Your floods of light, athwart the ample sky. 
Are ye not all commissioned here to shine, 
As glorious messengers of love, to try 
And draw us nearer to the Great Divine ? 
Say ! are ye gone, when clouds obscure ye here. 
To write our record in the heavenly sphere ? 



WOMAN'S TEARS. 



T SAW the the storm-cloud looming o'er. 

And darkly settle on her brow, 
I said that I would yield no more, 
I firmly made this solemn vow ; 



LYRICS FOR THE CROWD. 73 



I felt that right was on my side, 

And I would carry out my plan, 

That, to yield now would wound my pride- 

My independence as a man. 



We sat in anger, and did stare 
Each at the other with wild eyes, 
And just like two wild-beasts did glare. 
For how could it be otherwise ? — 
We both felt neither would be first 
To yield, and own the other's power. 
And then the storm-cloud rudely burst, 
And a wild storm raged near an hour. 



The storm was fierce, and words ran high. 
And then there came a sudden calm, 
And in that calm I heard her sigh. 
And that sigh, like a wizard's charm 
Over my angry mind did steal. 
And all my boisterous passions cool, 
So that I soon began to feel 
I'd acted like a hasty fool. 



Then, I saw oozing from her eyes. 
One after other, little gems. 
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That sparkled so to my surprise, 

Like precious stones in diadems ; 

Yes, they were tears ! and all did speak 

So eloquently, that I felt 

My heart was growing faint and weak. 

And into sympathy would melt. 



I yielded then, and fondly pressed 
On her pure trembling lips a kiss. 
And once more to my loving breast 
She nestled in devoted bliss, 
And oh, that bliss ! — it was so sweet 
To be thus reconciled by tears, 
'Twould nearly tempt us to repeat 
It o'er and o'er again for years. 



Oh ! when fair woman's anger bums. 
So that she stoops to scold and rant. 
It petrifies the man, and turns 
His tender heart to adamant ; 
But when the silent tears do start. 
And down her cheeks begin to move, 
They soften man's obdurate heart. 
And bring him to her feet in love. 
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Her smiles are heaven ! — her glorious charms 

Electrify the deadest soul, 

And bring it rushing to her arms, 

With passion that defies control ; — 

But oh ! — her tears like diamonds shine, 

And like ground diamonds cut their way, • 

As if propeird by power divine. 

And bring weak man beneath their sway. 



She triumphs, by her witching smiles, 
She triumphs, by her sylph-like form, 
She triumphs, by her luring wiles. 
And takes all manly hearts by storm ! — 
But with her simple tears, she rules 
With a rare tenderness and skill. 
All manly souls ; — and they like fools 
Feel bound to do her sovereign will. 



MY LITTLE BOY. 



T SING} no song of fairy-fiction, 

No rodomontade wild, 
The hero of my truthful diction, 
Is but a little child ; 
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There's nothing fairy-like about him, 
He's like most other boys, 
And yet, I cannot live without him, 
For he's my world of joys. 



His mother, like a true evangel, 

With many a silent tear. 

E'er taught me what the Great Archangel, 

Did stoop from heaven to hear, — 

Lessons of love in dying weakness, 

I never shall forget. 

That in the truest christian meekness, 

I should train up her pet. 



God, of her presence has bereft us. 

And taken her above. 

We are alone with nothing left us. 

But our true mutual love ; — 

Our hearts in love are joiii'd forever, 

Such unity is ours, 

That we could be divided never ! 

By any human powers. 



Whene'er I leave him in the morning, 
And to the city hie, 
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I give his nurse a special warning, 

To take care of the boy ; 

While I am absent, I keep thinking 

Of my sweet cherubim, 

And often feel a strange heart-sinking, 

Lest something happen him. 



When I come home, I often find him, 
Thank Heaven ! not much the worse. 
Dragging with all his strength behind him, 
BQs little hobby-horse ; 
BQs chubby face, which looks so brightly, 
Blooming and nice, when clean. 
With dirt and treacle, is unsightly. 
With streaks of tears between. 



The very moment that he sees me. 

He toddles to my arms. 

He knows that nothing else could please me, 

like his dear baby-charms ; 

I clasp him in my arms, and sweetly 

Kiss him in all his dirt, 

And then 1 find he has completely 

Daubed o'er my face and shirt ! 
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When he's perfonn'd his little gambols, 

Just simplv me to please. 

He runs to me, and nimbly scrambles 

Right upon ray knees : 

I give him such a hearty hogging, 

Until he restless grows, 

Then at my hair I find him tngipng. 

And then he tweaks my nose. 



He soon begins to talk and rattle, 

In his peculiar way. 

He tells me in his simple prattle, 

His troubles of the day ; 

He tells me how the nurse had snatched him. 

From off the dirty ground. 

And how the naughty cat had scratched him. 

And trys to shew the wound. 




He keeps on telling me, and talking 

Of all his ills and joys, 

Tells me, a wicked boy was walking 

Away with all his toys : 

I think I could for ever listen 

To all he talks about, 

His little eyes ! oh, how they glisten I 

His soul is peeping out. 
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I see his baby-soul is peeping, 

With such a sheeny shine, 

It seems, as if it would be leaping 

Eagerly into mine ; — 

I fancy I can hear it saying — 

" Papa, my love's so true. 

That I could leave my toys, and playing, 

Always to be with you." 



My neighbours sometimes vex me rather, 

And I do really think, 

'Twould make the heart of any father, 

With sadness, droop and sink, 

One neighbour says, — " His eyes are smaller 

Than they should rightly be." 

Another says, — " He should be taller. 

Just at his age you see." 



Another says, — " His nose is flatter. 

Than are most children's now, 

His face looks flabby, and like batter. 

And then you know, his brow 

Is low ; — he never will be witty ; 

He always looks so lorn, 

In fact, I think it quite a pity 

That he was ever born." 



i 
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Thus do my neighbours squib, and splutter, 

Aye ! nearly all the lot^ 

It is their envy that they utter, 

To me it matters not ; 

My little son, I feel has bound me, 

As with a magic spell. 

Whene'er he flings his arms around me. 

His little heart as well. 



To me, he seems a little beauty. 

And I most surely will, 

Do unto him a father's duty, 

With all my manly skill ; — 

I'll train him not to be a Nero, 

Nor anything so blind, 

But he shall be a christian hero. 

With love to all mankind. 
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DRIVE AWAY THE DRONES. 



A SIMPLE CONCEIT. 



rilHis world is strewn full well with flowers, 

And men are only bees, 
And from the wings of all the hours, 
With eveiy passing breeze — 
Honey like dew, falls everywhere. 
On all the flowers and stones. 
But strange to say the largest share 
Falls near the lazy drones. 



The working bees, work hard and fast. 
But little honey get ; 
They struggle on, until at last. 
They sit them down and fret. 
And when they Ve fretted well, and fumed. 
And rubb'd their aching bones, 
They see the nectar all consumed 
By bands of lazy drones. 
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The busy bees do work away, 
With all their power and skiU, 
And very often, night and day 
Do try their hives to fill ; 
And as they work, they gently sigh, 
And stifle many groans, 
To see the honey eaten by 
A band of lazy drones. 



Some drones are rich, and some are poor, 
The bulk are clad in rags. 
You find them begging at your door. 
After your money bags ; 
They meet you on the Queen^s-highway, 
And beg in humblest tones. 
Oh ! shame, eternal shame, I say ! — 
Then drive away the drones. 




This is not right, as all may see. 
For the Great God, who made 
The world ; — designed that every bee 
Should for his work be paid ; 
What should be done to set things right ?- 
Why ! — don't indulge in moans. 
The working bees should all unite 
And drive away the drones. 
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It is a noble work to plough, 
And drops of manly sweat, 
Are stars of honour on the brow. 
And no man ever yet. 
Need be ashamed of honest work ; 
Who earns not, nothing owns. 
And should not be allow'd to shirk ;- 
Then drive away the drones. 



There are some noble-men who live. 
Well worthy of their names. 
And for others good do give 
Their work, with noblest aims. 
Some Monarchs e'en do labour hard, 
With work they grace their thrones ; — 
Then let us evermore discard. 
And drive away the drones. 



How would our hearts with pleasure swell ! 
If all men and their wives. 
Would spend their time in working well 
To fill their little hives ; — 
To pledge-shops we would not apply, 
No blood-suckers, no loans. 
Our hives would ring with jocund joy, 
There would be no more drones ! 
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MONODY. 



Written in the OuUd/ord Cemetery^ over the grave of a dear 
old friendj Mr, Richard Jefery, UUe of Ouild/ordy and Member 
of the Town Council, 



"VTow in the evening's sombre-grey, 

When all around is still, 
Onward I wend my lonely way 
Up yonder rugged hill ; 
To yon lone grave-yard, where pale death 
Stalks ghost-like 'mid the stones. 
And ghouls do suck their poisonous breath 
From f enowed human bones ; 



Where elves and sylphids hold their court 

At midnight's stilly hour, 

And dance and sing, in frantic sport. 

O'er death's all-conquering power ; 

And where seraphic-sprites do keep, 

Their vigils o'er the dust. 

Of all, who in the Saviour sleep 

By simple christian trust* 
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I come ! I come ! my dear old friend, 

In solitary gloom, 

A meditative hour to spend 

Around thy silent tomb. 

I saw thee last in manhood's prime, 

Not strong, but passing well ; 

Since then the ruthless hand of time 

Hath toird thy funeral knell ! 



Tis better so, thy child, thy bride. 
Whom thou didst love the best 
In all the woi'ld, are at thy side. 
Sharing thy peaceful rest ! 
"Tis better so, for all ye three 
Have passed thro' death's dark night ; 
And hand in hand, do wander free 
In heaven's resplendent light ! 



*Tis better so : and yet 'tis strange, 

That father, daughter, wife. 

In a few passing years should change 

This bustling-mortal strife 

For bright immortal crowns I — ^tis well ! 

To ye 'twas wisely given 

To live in peace on earth, and dwell 

One family in heaven. 
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The world no cenotaph may raise 

To herald forth thy fame, 

Yet I will chant my humble lays, 

In honour of thy name : 

My muse with faltering steps and slow, 

Her meed of praise shall bring ; 

And then, in cadence soft and low, 

Her requiem shall sing. 



For thee, my friend, I dare not weep, 

For thee I dare not sigh, 

And yet the unbidden tear will creep 

Into this moist'ning eye ; — 

And thoughts of olden times will rush 

Athwart my pensive mind : 

My heart for thee will ever gush 

In brother-love refined. 



'Tis sad ! that in this world of woe, 

Grems of the brightest ray 

Shine but a moment ere they go 

To blaze in endless day ; — 

'Twas so with thee ! the radiant gleams 

Of all the graces were 

In thee, as glowing as the beams 

Of mid-day's burning glare ! 
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As when I saw the modest smile 

Illume thy genial face, 

Without a shadow's shade of guile, 

But full of manly grace ; 

So now, before my vision start 

Kaleidoscopic traits. 

Of the grand virtues of thine heart 

And honourable ways. 



Alas ! how many wretched souls, 
Oppressed by grief and care, 
While o'er them ceaseless trouble rolls 
And hurls them to despair ! — 
How many such, would gladly hie, 
From all their maddening woes ; 
In some enchanting trance to lie 
With thee, in sweet repose ! 



While suns shall rise and set, I ween, 

Zephyrs on balmy wing. 

Shall hover o'er this dreary scene, 

And doleful dirges sing : — 

And when true friendship's falcon eyes 

This honour'd grave shall scan. 

With trumpet voice she'll cry ! " Here lies 

Nature's true nobleman ! " 
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WORK AND WAIT. 



(( 



Learn to labour, and to wait"— Lomsfbllow. 



rilHBRB is a work for us to do, 

Among our fellow-men, 
Listen, and T will sing to you. 
Where we should Work, and when ; 
There are waste mental fields, whose soil 
Sadly needs turning o'er, 
Go there, and spend your time in toil. 
As ne'er you did before ; — 

Oh ! work my brothers, work and wait 

A little longer still. 

Success will crown your work, tho* late. 

But come it surely will. 



Throw broad-cast all the seeds of truth. 

With energy and love, 

Into the minds of age and youth, 

And, God will from above 

Water them by His Spirit's power, 

And you will see them rise 

Into many a gorgeous flower. 

Before your raptured eyes I — 
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Then work mj brothers, work and wait, 
A little longer still, 

Success will crown your work, tho* late, 
But come it surely will. 



GU), where the tear of sorrow rolls 

Adown the withered cheeky 

Clasp with your heart the poor old souls, 

Some word of comfort speak ; 

And you will bring the sweetest tones, 

From harp-strings of the heart. 

And have their grateful benisons 

On you, as you depart ; — 

Then work my brothers, work and wait^ 

A little longer still. 

Success will crown your work, tho' late^ 

But come it surely will. 



Gk> to the cot where hunger gnaws. 

Life's vitals, go and give 

Some trifle, for men die because 

They can't afford to live ; — 

Breathe sympathy, and make them feel 

That you do all you can. 

To cure their woes, and help their wecj, 

like a true brother-man ; — 
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Then work my brothers, work and wait, 
A little longer still, 

Success will crown your work tho' late. 
But come it surely will. 



Go now !— and stifle misery's cry. 

And labour every day. 

As long as you can quell a sigh. 

Or wipe a tear away ; 

Now ! on your noble mission start. 

Work, till you bring a tone 

Of music out from every heai't, 

Responsive to your own ; — 

Then work my brothers, work and wait, 

A little longer still, 

Success will crown your work, tho' late, 

But come it surely will. 



THERE ARE BETTER TIMES 
IN STORE. 



[his sweet song I'm often singing, 
Even when bow'd low with care, 
When misfortune still keeps bringing, 



T 
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Mishaps to me here and there ; 
When deep troubles do assail me, 
Still I sing it o'er and o'er, 
Even tho' my friends may fail me, 
There are better times in store. 



Tho* I am but poor and lowly. 
And my home is but a cot, 
Tho' my earnings come but slowly, 
Yet I let it vex me not, 
And it often seems surprising, 
Yet from out my heart.'s deep core. 
This sweet song is ever rising, 
There are better times in store. 



He who lives and reigns above us. 
Will supply our every need. 
For His nature is to love us. 
And our souls and bodies feed ; — 
He is still our wants attending. 
And on us will ever pour, 
Richest blessings, never ending, 
There are better times in store. 



Soon will superstitious fancies, 
That now haunt the human mind, 
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Go, just as a feather da&ces, 
On before a rushing wind ; — 
Then will gbod men cease bewailing, 
Over vice, for oh ! once more, 
Truth will stand forth all-prevailin^ ) 
There are better times in store. 



Soon to moral force, the stronger. 
Must yield up his power, and then 
He will proudly tread no longer. 
On his weaker fellow-men ; — 
Then will mankind in the beauty 
Of perfection, rise and soar, 
To the height of nature's duty ; — 
There are better times in store. 



Oft' I think T see some token, 
Of that coming time of peace, 
When the swords shall all be broken. 
And when direful war shall cease ; — 
Blessed time ! we then shall never, 
Hear again the cannon's roar, 
But sweet peace will reign for ever ! 
There are better times in store. 
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FAREWELL TO THE SPIRIT 
OF SONG. 



TniARBWBLL ! — thou sweet soul of song, 

I must lay my lyre aside, 
Thou hast cheer'd me oft' and long, 
Thou hast been my wedded bride. 
Oft' when I've been dull and sad, 
Fill'd with grief, and care, and fears, 
Thou hast made me blithe and glad. 
Thou hast even wiped my tears. 



In the hour of solitude. 
Even when my heavy brain 
Has been in its dullest mood. 
Thou hast sung me some sweet strain ;- 
And when I have heard thee sing. 
Strains that seem'd to me divine. 
Then my rising soul would bring, 
Tones in sweet accord with thine. 



Oh 1 'tis sad that we should part, 
Yet fate says it must be so ; 
When we're sever'd, my sad heart. 



M 



Wm be dad to aH bd0«^ ; 

Cbacfi wiE be 'Soiiie oc£e 

3i o nore iwigp^ 1 no mow I^^S^ ' 

Dash wiK rad^T eo'vcr oTer. 

AH tKingc wicK tike pttH of wtgfcit. 



If thou can'it no longer slaj, 
lisKen to mj pe&srre 



In th J teoderesc, svectess uxm ; — 
Once more toucii mj soul ^xth fire^ 
Onoe more let mr bosom swell 

m 

With thj maac, whfle my lyre, 
Joins thee in oar ad iunewell ! 



Bat sweet spirit, we shall nieet» 
In another world mboTe» 
And with scmgs ea^ other greets 
Songs of God^s eternal love : 
There oar grandest notes well raise, 
And oar highest strains well tiy, 
In God^s everlasting praise. 
All throaghout etemi^ ! 



C^l 




NIGHT MUSINGS. 



NIGHT MUSINGS. 



THE LAST STRUGGLE OF TIME. 



T* THOUGHT I saw One night, as in a dream, 
Eternity devour Time's rolling stream, 
Destroy his wild-harp, bid his dirges cease, 
And sink forever in oblivious peace ; 
I thought it was a dream, romantic, wild. 
Fit subject only for a brainless child, 
1 stared ! — ^then gazed again, then did I see, 
*Twas not a dream, but stem reality ! — 
A trumpet's sound) rolFd o'er old ocean's waves, 
And piercing downward to his coral-caves. 
Bent them asunder, and did swiftly fly 
Up-thundering to the dark dissolving sky. 
Tore up the earth, sever'd each solid rock. 
And f righten'd nature with a maddening shock ; 
While liquid fire from heaven downward came. 
Involving worlds on worlds in general flame, 
And surging cataracts with uproarious strife, 
Bevell'd together in their mystic-life. 
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Raising full oft' a pyramid of fire, 

For Time's interment, and his funeral pyre ! 

Roused by the trumpet's blast, old Time foresaw, 

His latest hour, and well equipped for war, 

Came hurling headlong, frantically down. 

On to that sea of fire, as in a swoon ; 

He raised himself erect, stretch'd forth his arm, 

And bade the surging waves around be calm ; 

Yet still they heeded not his dread command. 

But even wilder leap'd on every hand, 

He beat his breast in rage, then drew his breath. 

And madly swore he'd struggle till the death ! 

His form was giant-like, and but for rage. 

He might have felt decrepit with old age. 

His cheeks were deeply furrow'd, lank and wan. 

Just like the cheeks of some old care-worn man ; 

His brow was dimly bright, and wondrous hard, 

Yet wrinkled, and in many a place was scarr'd ; 

His eyes seem'd dim, as if scathed by a blight. 

Yet shone as bright as stars, in dead of night ! 

His hoary locks bespoke him ages old. 

He seem'd quite shy, and yet was sternly bold. 

He totter'd as if weak, and yet was strong. 

One might have thought him old, yet he felt young ; 

Dress'd in a glittering panoply of yore. 

Stranger than mortal ever saw before ; 

In his right hand he held an unsheathed sword. 

And proudly bade defiance to his Lord, 
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And challenged Him to battle, fierce and dread, 
When forth came vast Eternity, with tread 
Grandly terrific ; then a death-like pain 
Fass'd with electric speed across my brain ;- - 
Such terror siezed me that I could not gaze 
Upon his face, so brightly did it blaze, 
That when his countenance was once revealed 
Old Time shrank back, and as if drunken, reel'd 
Full terror-stricken, dumb, o'er his own grave ; 
Tumbling resistless on each circling wave. 
While opening chasms sealed his grand defeat ; 
And surging flames became his winding sheet ! 



Twas o'er. Time's latest hour had fled, and all 

The dead had risen at the trumpet's call, 

And been to judgment, of all days the last, 

The books were seal'd and every sentence pass'd ; — 

The good had gone eternal joy to know. 

The wicked to unutterable woe. 

The world, with all its beauties rich and rare 

Had vanish'd into nothingness, and air 

Pervaded the infinitude of space. 

Since Time was vanquish'd and had run his race : — 

Eternity alone remain'd to reign. 

The monarch of duration's vast domain : — 

Time was his offspring, only doom'd to live 

Long as his august parent deign'd to give 
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B[im life; when God had ponish'd all His foes. 
Then with instinctive life and beauty, rose 
Eternity in the height of his prime, 
And laugh'd o'er the last dread struggle of Time ! 



TO-MORROW. 



rilo-M ORROW ! what a mythic word ! 

A mere chimera of the brain, 
Absolute nothingness, absurd ! 
And yet how many souls 't has slain ! 
An ignus-fatuus that glows. 
In human minds with fitful light, 
And lures us on, till out it goes 
And leaves us in the future's nighty — 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



'Tis but a shadow, following on — 
Dogging the foot-steps of to-day, 
And when to-day is past and gone, 
So, like a shadow dies away 
To-morrow ; — while poor simple man 
Procrastinates with stubborn will, 
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And all-expectant, thinks he can 
Grasp the shadow, but is still 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



'Tis but the simple crested foam, 
Thrown from the wave of time, as o'er 
Immensity it travels home, 
And breaks upon the eternal shore ; — 
'lis but a tiny-flickering spark, 
A beauteous bubble in the air. 
The spark expires, and all is dark. 
The bubble bursts, and we are — where 1 — 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



THE LOST SOUL'S LAMENT. 

My spirit went in solemn thought, 
Down to the sulphurous caves of hell, 
I ask'd the writhing souls what brought 
Them there 1 — this is a tale they tell ! — 
A young man 'mid the din of groa»s 
Infernal ; lifted up his head, 
And with alternate sighs and moans, 
These are the fearful words he said ; — 

Oh, curse to-monrow ! 
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Gk> thou ) I pray thee, go and preach 
To denizens of yonder earth, 
The lessons my sad tale would teach, 
For they are more than rubies worth ; 
To-morrow ! that weird chattering hag, 
Who limps behind the present hour, 
Will if they heed her, surely drag 
Them down to death with damning power !- 

Oh, curse to-morrow ! 



A 



Ah ! well do I remember now, 
In childhood's years my mother's care. 
At morning and at even, how 
She lifted up her soul in prayer. 
She bade me at her feet to kneel. 
And with uplifted hands to pray, 
With kisses oft' my brow would seal. 
And teach my lisping tongue to say — 

" Father who art in heaven." 



As time sped on, my youthful feet 
Were guided into virtue's ways, 
I join'd God's people, in the sweet 
And holy work of prayer and praise ; 
God's Holy Spirit-voice would speak, 
And shew my soul its helpless state, 
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And mildly woo me on, to seek 
Salvation, but I answer'd wait ; — 

Wait till to-morrow ! 



God^s Holy Spirit oft' would melt, 
And mi my heart with strong desire, 
Just as a flake of ice will smelt, 
Under the influence of a Are ; 
And holy men would urge with power, 
That I the Saviour should embrace. 
But yet, until my dying hour, 
I still delayed the day of grace 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



But time sped on with silent stealth, 
And every passing work-a-day. 
Found me in quest of fame and wealth. 
With scarcely time to think or pray ; 
But every sabbath morn and eve, 
I visited God's holy fane. 
And many a blessing did receive. 
And yet, my soul would still remain 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



Dazed by the gay world's glamouring glean, 
How often, have I vainly tried 
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Mammon and God to love, and 'tween 
Them both my worship to divide ; — 
'Twas vain alas ! God's Spirit- voice 
Forever to my heart would come, 
Whispering the words, " Make God your choice," 
And thus would strike my conscience dumb — 

Waiting to-morrow ! 



But time sped on, my mother sent 
A tale that fiU'd my heart with dread, 
Into her darken'd room I went 
And found her on her dying bed ; 
She with her latest breath implored, 
Her last request I would fulfil, 
And give my heart unto the Lord, 
I answer'd, " Mother, yes I will — 

But wait to-morrow ! " 



She died ! her gentle spirit fled. 

And as she calmly pass'd away, 

These were the words I thought she said :- 

" No ! not to-morrow, but to-day ; 

Remember thou, my darling boy, 

I go on spirit-wings away, 

See that thou comest to share my joy. 

Where life is one eternal day — 

But no to-morrow I " 
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I then resolved with all my heart, 
That I would yield to Jesu's love, 
And with my mother share a part, 
In everlasting realms above : — 
Still I delay'd, and fondly thought 
'Twas time enough when sickness came. 
When oh ! a sad mishap cut short 
My life, and flung me in this flame — 

Cursing to-morrow ! 



See'st thou not conscience, as she stands 
Scourging my soul in furious ire ? 
While her ten thousand thousand hands 
Wield memory's whips of flaming fire ! 
Lost times of grace around me throng, 
And like black demons mock my fate. 
And each one has a spiteful tongue. 
That thunders out " Too late ! too late ! 

There's no to-morrow ! " 



Oh, that my tortured soul might weep 

Herself away from this in tears, 

Or in some calm unruffled sleep. 

Lie dormant through the lapse of years ;- 

Or that the Holy, Wise, and Good, 

Might crush me into senseless dust, 
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Bnt ah ! He could not if He would, 
I cannot cease to be, but must — 

Still curse to-inorrow ! 



To all my tears, and prayers, and cries, 
As I bewail my wretched fate, 
Satan with mocking laugh replies, — 
*' Ah ! ah ! my son, too late ! too late ! 
My projects work, my myriad slaves 
To yon fair blooming world IVe sent. 
To fight with the God-man who saves. 
And all his plans to circumvent, — 

Preaching to-morrow ! 



" To-morrow ! — that delusive word, 
Coin'd by my fertile brain in hell, 
Till then, 'mong men 'twas never heard. 
And I have heaps of slain, who tell 
The wonders of its magic-power 
In leading foolish dupes astray ; 
To put off grace from hour to hour, 
Till aU is lost, a-ha ! and they, — 

Wait for to-morrow ! " 




*' He cannot save, unless the will, 
Yields all the passions of the heart 
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To Him ; — but by my subtile skill, 
I steal a very little part 
Of the affections ; and thus rule 
And fix the everlasting fate, 
Of the poor, simple, human fool. 
Who stops and listens while I prate- 
About to-morrow ! " 



" A-ha 1 to-morrow! — oh ! how grand ! 
One of my master-strokes I think, 
Come, my demon-warrior-band ! 
Gather around your chief and drink 
A bumper in the blood of souls ! 
And while we all do gaily quaff 
From out our overflowing bowls, 
To soul-groan music we will laugh, — 

A-ha 1 to-morrow ! " 



Thus hellish demons ever taunt 
My soul in cruelty refined, 
And all my sins and failings flaunt. 
Before my conscience-stricken mind, 
Oh ! if in Lethe I could mope, 
And with oblivion linger there, — 
But no ! there is no gleam of hope. 
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Here must I stay in dark despair, — 

Cursing to-morrow ! 



But ah ! there is one dreadful thought 
Above all others, haunts my soul, 
When to the bar of God I'm brought, 
While lightnings flash, and thunders roll, 
My mother dear ! my mother dear ! — 
At Christ's right hand is saved by grace, 
Yet e'en for me she drops a tear, 
I cannot look her in the face ! 

Oh ! curse to-morrow ! 



Though my heart is as hard as steel, 
I can't look up, but her eye keeps 
(By some mysterious power I feel) 
Still keeps on me, and still she weeps. 
She weeps ? surely that cannot be ! 
Saved-souls don't weep, and can't be sad. 
Oh ! is't a vision that I see ? 
Or else ! is it that I am mad 1 — 

Oh ! curse to-morrow 
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THE SWORD AND BIBLE. 



Written after reading a poem by the Rev, Canon Baynes^ M,A,, 

entitled, ** General Gordon," 



" In one strong hand he held the fateful Sword, 
And with the other grasped the Book Divine, 
His faith was in the Master he adored. 

And he oould oall Him, "mine."— Canon Batnbb, m.a. 



'VTo ! no ! ray christian brother, no ! 

"^^ A thousand times I'll tell thee so ; — 

The Bible, God's own Holy Word 

Is no companion for the sword ; 

The sword shall perish ! wars shall cease ! 

The Bible is the book of peace. 

Old Typhon, in dark Egypt's land. 

With fiendish hate, could not have plann'd 

A scheme more subtle, dire and fell, 

More suited to the arch-fiend of hell. 

Than put beside the bloody sword 

The sacred leaves of God's own Word : — 

Is this the picture thou hast drawn ? — 

A noble hero, ready sworn 

To thrust, and cut, and maim, and slay 
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His brother-men on any day, 

When war shall throw them in his way 

Behold the hero ! — see him stand ! — 

With gleaming sword in his right hand ; 

His left hand grasps with iron will, 

The Book that says—" Thou shalt not kill." 

" Put up thy swoi-d," the Saviour says, 

But no ! — this hero stands, and prays 

For brutish power, (oh ! sad to tell,) 

To send some fellow-souls to hell ! 

Surely the hell-fiends when they see, 

Such a sad picture, laugh with glee, 

And He who died for all, looks down 

With somewhat of a holy frown ; — 

While saints in heaven, if they but peep, 

Hang up their glittering harps and weep ! 

No ! no ! it would as easy be, 

To still the waters of the sea. 

To stem the cataract with a straw. 

Or subvert nature^s every law. 

Aye ! easier far than to combine 

The " fateful " sword with words divine ! 

Tis human-like to "do or die," 

And at the foe-man fiercely fly, 

*Tis human to meet might with might. 

But it is Christ-like not to fight : — 

Shall we who cannot give a breath, 

Strike any fellow-man to death ? 
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Oh ! tell me, is not human life 

Too sacred, for the sword or knife 

To take away ? — ^the vital spark 

Of man, was struck from out the dark 

Of nothingness, by that Great God, 

Whose privilege it is to nod. 

And by that simple nod, to sway 

The universe, which must obey 1 

When Christ revealed His saving plan, 

His " new command " to every man 

Was that we should each other love. 

Just as the angels do above. 

Oh, Christ ! when wilt Thou come again. 

To set Thy kingdom among men 'i 

Breathe out Thy love upon them all. 

Constrain them at Thy feet to fall. 

And worship Thee, when wars shall cease. 

The One Incarnate Prince of Peace ! 



TOUCH NOT THE DRUNKARD'S CUP! 



riloucH not the drunkard's cup, beware ! 

Whatever may be the brewing. 
With all thy caution, all thy care. 
It may thy soul and body snare, 
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And lead to thy undoing ; — 
Let not the poison touch thy lip, 
For e'en the simple tasting, 
May lure thee on, to deeper dip. 
And every time thou takest a sip. 
Thy moral powers are wasting. 
And as thy moral powers decrease, 
Hell's arch-fiend laughs, and subtly gains 
Dominion o'er thy muddled brains : — 
This is his master-piece ! 



Go ! — see yon prisoner in his cell. 
Who moans his fate so sadly. 
Ask him, how into crime he fell. 
Listen, and thou shalt hear him tell 
How recklessly, and madly 
In fiendish ire, with fatal knife. 
All manly feeling scorning, 
He rushed upon his patient wife. 
And ruthlessly he took her life. 
Without a moment's warning ; — 
Hear him, in anguish 'd tones bewail, 
The cursed drink ! that caused his crime, 
.And blasted all his future time ; — 
And thus he tells his tale : — 



A OOLLOQUT WITH A DISEMBODIED SPIRIT. 113 



" Oh ! what a contrast lies between, 
My past and present being ; 
My youth was one bright glorious scene 
Of innocence and bliss serene, 
And none but the All-Seeing, 
Would e'er have even dreamed that I, 
In life and health all-blooming, 
Should in this dreary prison lie, 
Condemn 'd, a murderer's death to die, 
By hang-man's hand : — while looming 
In the far future's darkling-grey, 
I see the ghosts of ill-spent years, 
That all my sorrows, sighs, and tears, 
May never chase away ! " 



A COLLOQUY WITH A DISEMBODIED 

SPIRIT. 



TIlWAS at the midnight hour, when silence deep 

Within my lonely chamber reign'd supreme ; 
I laid me down upon my couch to sleep, 
And fell into the mazes of a dream ; — 
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^ 



A ghostly dream, for quick as lightning's flash, 

My spirit bounded through the flelds of space, 

Onward, and onward, did it madly dash, 

Until at last it found a resting place. 

Close at the gate of Heaven ; — I heard the songs 

Of angels and archangels, sounding loud 

As ten thousand thunders : — I saw the throngs 

Of blood-washed witnesses, as a dense cloud 

In worship, bow before the ethereal throne ; — 

Then rising up, they joined in one grand swell 

Of harping-music, in such wondrous tone. 

That mortal mind could ne'er conceive or tell : 

Oh ! bliss thought I, and would have pushed my way. 

But that a spirit barr'd my passage there ; 

He bade me yet a little longer stay. 

And for that glorious company prepare ; — 

He said, — " Mortal ! — this place is not for thee ! 

Till thou hast put off flesh, and all thy sin. 

More of our happiness thou canst not see ! 

Thou first must die, e'er thou canst enter in." 

MORTAL. 

Dying moments ! — what are they ? 
Disembodied spirit, say ! 
Breathe it from thy spirit sphere, 
If thou canst in mortal ear ; 
Tell me, spirit, tell I oh tell 1 
Can a mortal brave them well ? 
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SPIRIT. 

Dying moments, specks of time, 

Fraught with wonders, dread, sublime ! 

Gates of death, or gates of life. 

Closing scenes of human strife ; 

When the soul is doom'd to be. 

From its mortal flesh set free, 

Borne by angels into Heaven, 

Or from light of life be driven ; 

Times when love, and bliss, and light. 

Open on the ravish'd sight. 

Or the soul's last parting breath. 

Shrieks itself to endless death : — 

When the soul no longer can. 

Use deceit, or scheme, or plan. 

Every secret dark as night. 

Is a bursting flash of light ! 

Dying moments must reveal 

All that thou shalt think, or feel ! 



MORTAL. 



Dying feelings ! — what are they ] 
Disembodied spirit, say ! 
Breathe it from thy spirit sphere, 
If thou canst in mortal ear. 
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Tell me, spirit, tell ! oh tell ! 
Can a mortal brave them well *? 




SPIRIT. 

Dying feelings ! none can tell, 
Yet a spirit knows them well, 
I could tell thee more than thou 
Could'st e'en bear to hear just now ; 
Would'st thou catch a glimpse, tho' faint 
Of the feelings none can paint 1 — 
Think of death-damps on thy cheek. 
Heart-strings as they bend or break, 
Lightning flashing through thy veins, 
Satan, rattling his chains. 
Think of thunders rolling o'er. 
Serpents at thy spirit's core; 
Spirits damn'd around thee press, 
Touch thee with a sad distress. 
Fill thy mind with darkest gloom, 
And would bear thee to their doom ! 
Spirits sanctified and blest. 
Wait to lead thee to their rest. 
Whisper hope, and cheer thee on, 
To strong faith in God's own Son : — 
Think of friends, long loved, and dear, 
Standing round thee, while the tear 
Rolls adown their blanched cheek. 
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Telling love they could not speak : — 
Does the picture make thee sigh — 
'Tis an awful thing to die 1 
Aye, 'tis awful, what a change ! 
Bursting to a life so strange ! 
Big with blessing, or with curse. 
Change for better, or for worse. 
But the holy seers have writ 
Of an antidote, and it 
Has almighty power to kill 
Fears of death, and sin, and will 
Shrive thy soul, and make it meet 
To join all our songs so sweet : 
This grand antidote is blood, — 
Blood of Christ, the Son of God, 
Faith in it thy soul will bring. 
Safely free from death's sharp sting ; — 
Mortal, thou canst know no more. 
Till thou dost our world explore. 

* * * * * * ♦ 

Thus ended my dread colloquy on death, 
And then I drew a free, and longer breath, 
The mystic-spells that bound my eye-lids fast, 
Vanished, as flies the vivid lightning past ; — 
I woke, and morning beam'd upon my sight, 
Aurora filled my room with radiant light. 
But ever since that night of dreamy power, 
IVe thought of my last fatal dying hour. 



> 
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